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On hearing this, the gentleman, without being at all disconcerted, stepped up to Madame, and said:
C( How happy I am ! how can I express my gratification at thus having the opportunity of becoming acquainted with the mother of the man to whom I owe so many obligations.}> He then informed her Imperial Highness that his name was Desmousseaux, and that he was Prefect of Toulouse.
Madame, with her usual affability, received him with the respect due to a public functionary; but the clock struck six, and she said:
(< Sir, I would advise you to lose no time. Half-past five is the Archchancellor's dinner hour. I cannot compensate you for the loss of your dinner, for I am myself engaged to dine with my daughter-in-law.}>
The Prefect took his leave. The mistake was no laughing matter to him. When he descended to the street, he found that the driver of his voiture de remise^ after having set him down at Madame's door, which he thought was the Archchancellor's, had taken his departure without concerning himself about the fate of the Prefect. It rained, the wind blew violently, and the streets were covered with mud. Now, though the Archchancellor lived in the same street with Madame, yet the two houses were tolerably distant. The poor Prefect arrived, wet and splashed, and, worse than all, almost famished, for it was now half-past six o'clock. The Archchancellor had sat down to dinner, for he made it a rule never to wait, except for ladies or men of very high rank.
When Fouche* was disgraced in 1810, the Due de Ro-vigo was appointed to the office of Minister of the Police. The Emperor yielded, without being aware of it, to an intrigue which had been planned in the interior of his private cabinet. Cambac6res had vowed the ruin of slightly to the two ladies, of whom he caught a glimpse in the twilight, then walked up to the fireplace, warmed his feet, hummed a tune, pulled out his watch, compared notes between it and the timepiece, and then said in a voice loud enough to be heard:
